BOOK VI.

shall I express it ? The passion which was sleeping at the
deepest bottom of my heart, had at once broken loose, like a flame
getting air. And if joy and pleasure are well suited for the first
producing and the silent nourishing of love, yet this passion, bold
by nature, is most easily impelled by terror to decide and to de-
clare itself. My mother gave her little flurried daughter some
medicine, and made her go to bed. "With the earliest morrow,
my father hastened to Narciss, whom he found lying veiy sick of
a wound-fever.

He told me little of what passed between them ; but tried to
quiet me about the probable results of this event. They were now
considering whether an apology should be accepted, whether the
affair should go before a court of justice, and many other points
* of that description. I knew my father too well to doubt that he
would be averse to see the matter end without a duel: but I held
my peace; for I had learned from him before, that women should
not meddle in such things. For the rest, it did not strike me as
if anything had passed between the friends, in which iny interests
were specially concerned: but my father soon communicated to my
mother the purport of their farther conversation. Narciss, he said,
appeared to be exceedingly affected at the help afforded by me ;
had embraced him, declared himself my debtor forever; signified
that he desired no happiness except what he could share with me,
and concluded by entreating that he might presume to ask my
hand. All this mamma repeated to me, but subjoined the safe
reflection, that " as for what was said in the first agitation of
mind in such a case, there was little trust to be placed in it."
" Of course, none,*' I answered, with affected coldness; though
all the while I was feeling Heaven knows what.                       * *

Narciss continued sick for two months; owing to the wound
in his right hand, he could not even write. Yet, in the mean
time, he showed me his regard by the most obliging courtesies.
All these unusual attentions I combined with what my mother had
disclosed to me; and constantly my head was full of fancies. The
whole city talked of the occurrence. With me they spoke of it
in a peculiar tone; they drew inferences which, greatly as I strug-
gled to avoid them, touched me very close. What had formerly
been habitude and trifling, was now grown seriousness and inclina-
tion. The anxiety in which I lived was the more violent, the
more carefully I studied to conceal it from every one. The idea
of losing him frightened me; the possibility of any closer uniou